WATENDLATH

Georges, when dressed, was a dandy, and
Emma sighed romantically, as she always did at
thought or vision of a handsome man.

His stoutness, not yet pronounced, added to
the impressiveness of his foreign good looks. He
was a man now, not a boy, a man with a reckless air,
a good-natured mouth, a roving and humorous
eye, A man to be trusted? Emma thought not.
A man for a woman to love? Of course. A man
for Judy to love? Oh, Emma hoped so, but could
not be sure. They made a fine pair. The colour
of Georges7 coat was dark cinnamon, no collar to
it, single-breasted; the waistcoat fully seen, of
light blue satin cut low under the pockets, under
which, as well as down the front and at the
bottom, was a border of rosebuds, jonquils and
heart Vease. He wore a lace frill, called a Chitter-
ling, the ends of his white cravat trimmed with
lace, and the ruffles at his wrists the same, his hair
powdered, no curls, but brushed back from his
face and hanging in a black bag with a rosette
behind. Judith wore a jacquette of pale silver-
coloured silk and the bodice and underdress were
of dark wine colour. Her red hair was un-
powdered and fell down behind with curled ends,
and perched on it she wore a hat of light straw,
also of pale silver. Her shoes had silver buckles.

Judith thought the clothes that she and
Georges wore on this day important, for she
describes them in her Journal minutely, and at the
top of the page has written in a hand that is still
very childish; * The Happiest Day of My Life.'

Mr. Audley's chariot-chaise was to be met in